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at that moment perfectly natural. He had read nothing of the
Grail legends; so that it was no half-consciousness that all the
successful Grail-seers cried out some crucial question, that tore
from him these words.
Whole-hearted was Sam's groan to the Mystery, carried south-
ward against the flowing waters of the Brue and westward across
its mud-banks, towards Cradle Bridge Farm. It rose from his
pity; it rose from his new insight into pain; it rose from that
blood-stained umbel-cord across the gulf between his own ec-
stasies and the anguish he had glimpsed. It rose from the quick
of his being, where life itself was strangling pity lest pity stran-
gle life in the ultimate contest. It was the final desperate cry
of humanity to the crushing, torturing universe that had given
it birth.
7s it a Tench? Is there a fish of healing, one chance against
all chances, at the bottom of the world-tank? 7s it a Tench?
Is cruelty always triumphant, or is there a hope beyond hope, a
Something somewhere hid perhaps in the twisted heart of the
cruel First Cause itself and able to break in from outside and
smash to atoms this torturing chain of Cause and Effect?
The crystal goblet with the two curved handles was quite close
to him now. He could see the darkness in the throat of the shin-
ing fish balanced motionless in its centre, but because of its
position he could not see the Creature's eyes.
"7s it a Tench?" And then all at once it began to fade away.
He felt sure afterwards that it was not his leaping to his feet or
his raising his voice as he did, that made it vanish and he stood
there in crushed humility like a man who says to himself: "It
cannot be I who have seen this! It is a mistake; it was surely
meant for another!"
But after he had remained, pondering upon what he had seen,
for the space of five or six minutes, he clambered up out of the
barge and with one final glance backward at the waters of the
Brue, which looked exactly as they had looked before, he made
his way slowly back to Manor House Road and to his room at
the top of the Old Malt House.
It was a Saturday when Sam had his vision of the Grail and
his first instinct was to take what he had seen and to plunge back